THE PROBLEMS OF POWER
that stood in front of the writing-table, to stand
on them behind the others. A flashlight photo-
graph was taken. Everything was done with the
utmost cheerfulness, amid quips and jests, an
attitude of full confidence of the subordinates in
the chief, and perhaps also of the chief in the
subordinates. At length, amid renewed singing
and shouts of acclamation, the secretaries with-
drew from the hall.
Mussolini went back to his desk, but stood
for a minute or two in front of the fireplace.
Seeing on the floor an order which one of his
visitors had dropped, he picked it up, and there-
after sat down in his usual place. Having rung,
as soon as the servant entered the room he called
across the sixty feet to ask where I was. At that
I emerged from the deep window-niche in which
I had been standing out of sight. He smiled
at me; while the thought flashed across my mind,
how easily any one hidden away as I had been
might have assassinated him. It is untrue to say
that the Duce is watched like a tsar. Although
his speech from the window and his reception of
the secretaries had intervened, he wished, just
as if nothing had happened, to resume our
conversation precisely where it had been broken
off* half an hour before. He asked me to continue
what I had been saying about Abyssinia. I was
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